Wells and in early spring, Ladye not feeling up to the effort,
I went alone with John to Malvem again, where we stayed
at the Hornyold Arms and superintended the handing over
of the White Cottage to its new owners. Both John and
Ladye were grieved at its sale, as they had been so happy
there, had made the garden together and the whole place
had many associations, but retrenchment had become im-
perative and it had to go. It was an unpretentious but very
attractive little house of uncertain age, long and low and
built upon the side of a hill so that the first floor as seen from
the front became the garden level at the back. It had a
verandah running the whole length of the back elevation
and a series of photographs exist of Ladye and John, sitting
and standing on this verandah, accompanied by Rufus, the
collie, Claude, a large old-fashioned Yorkshire terrier, and
Lorim, the Alexandrine parakeet
But any regrets regarding the cottage were soon swept
from our minds for in May 1916, with terrible suddenness,
came tragedy and the blow that was again to alter the
course of John's life. On May loth John and I had arranged
to spend the day at Maidenhead, bent on the inspection of
a French bulldog puppy which, if it proved suitable, she
was proposing to give me. The weather was lovely and so
was Maidenhead, and, having left Ladye busy and contented
preparing to sing that day at an afternoon party, we de-
bated remaining for the night at Skindles and returning to
London in the morning. I have always thanked God that
we decided against it, for when I reached my London flat
before dinner but rather later than we had intended, I
heard Ladye's voice for the last time on this earth. Having
returned from the party she rang me up to ask whether
John was on her way home and I, having told her that this
was the case, we laughed together when I also told her that,
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